T 2 The Two Noble Kinfmen. 

The ftony girthes ofGittiessme thy puple, 

Yongeft foil owes of thy Drem,lnftru&tbis day 
With military skill, that to thy lawde 
I may advance my Streamer, and by thee. 

Be fti! dthe Lord o’th day, give me great Mars 
Soaie token of thy pleafurc. 

Here they fall on their faces as formerly .and there is hesri 
clanging of Armor ^veith a fort Thunder as tbeburfiif 
a. Battaileyvh ere upon theyall rife and bow to the Altar, 
O Great Gorrcdior of enormous times. 

Shaker ofore-raak States, thou grand decider 
Ofduftie,andold tytlcs,thathealftwith blood 
The earth when it is ficke,and cuift the world 
O’th plurefic of people; I doe take 
Thy fignes aufpicioufly,and in thy name 
T© my defigne ; march boldly let us goe. Sxcttnt, 

Enter P alamort wid bis Knight t, with the farmer oifet. 
'van ce* 

Pal. Our ftars mufl glifter with new fire, or be 
To daie extin&jour argument is love. 

Which if the goddeffe of it grant.lhe gives 
Victory too, then blend your fpirits with mine, 
You.whofe free nobleneffedoe make my caufe 
Your perfonall hazard ; to the goddeffe Venus 
Commend we our proceeding.aad implore 
His power unto our partie. Here they kjteele as former Ip 
Haile Soveraigne Queenc of fecrets,who haft power 
To call the feirceft Tyrant from bis rage; 

And wcepe unto aGirle; that ha’ ft the might 
Even with an cy~glance,to choke Marfs Drom 
And tame th’allarrae to whifpers.that canft make 
A Criplefloi iHi with hisGrwch,and cure him 
Before ApolloyfuiX. may’ll; force the King 
To be his fubjedfo vaffaile,and induce 

Stale gravitie to. dauncc, the pouid Bachelour 

Whofe outh like wonton Boycs through Bonfyies 
Have ski pc rhv flame, at feaventy,thou canft cacch 
And make him w the feorne of his hoarfe chroate 


TdUTw^ohU Kinfmen, 

Haft thou no P y s t h« heavenly fyres 

nSftch his morwll Son, thine him;the huntrdfe 
Xo ftaadcold/omefay began tothrow 
Bow a way.and figh: take to thy grace 
Me thy vowdSouldier,who doe beare thy yoke 
As t’ w« a wreath of Rofes.yet is heavier 
Then Lead it felfe.ftings more than Nettles ; ^ 

I have never bcene foule mauthd agarnft thy law, 
Nev’r reveald fecret/or I knew nonejwould not 
Had I kend all that were ; I never pra&ifcd 
Vpon mans wife, nor would theLibells reade 
Ofliberall wits : I never at great feaftes 
Sought to betray a Beautic,but have blufh’d 
At firopring Sirs that did : I have beenc barfii 
To large Goafeffors,and have hotly ask’d them 
If they had Mothcrs,I had one, a woman, 

And women t’ wer they wrong’d. I knew a man 
Of eightie winters, this I told them, who 
A Laffe offouretecne bridcd,twas thy power 
To put life into duft,the aged Crainpe 
Had ferew’d his fquare foote round. 

The Gout had knic his fingers into knots. 

Torturing Gonvulfions from his globie eyes. 

Had almoft drawne their ipheercs,thac what was life 
In him feem’dtoriuteithis Anatomie 
Had by his yong fairc pbeare a Boy, and I 
Belecv’d it was his, for ft le fwore it was. 

And who would not bcleeve her ? briefe I am 
To thole that prate and have done ; no Companion 
To thofc that boaft and have not;a defyer 
To thofe that would and cannot ; a Rej'oyccr, 

Yea him I doe not love, that tells dole offices 
Th« fowleft way, nor names concealements in 
The boldcft languagc,fuch a one I am. 

And vow that lover ne vet yet made figh 
Truer then I. O then mpft foft fweet goddefle 



